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TEE IN Me hee 3 4 — ä 
Viribus hic operi non eſt, hic utihis annis, 
Ergo fine effectu prurit uterque labor: 
Supplex illa rogat pro ſe, miſeriſq; duobus, 


= Hunc juvenem facias, hunc Cytherea virum. 


Martial. Epig. Lib. xj. Ep. Ixxxij 
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11A I L, angry Maid! — at Sight of this don't frown, 
H But read it thro'— before you throw it down : 
Cou'd I in Ovid's Vein theſe Lines indite, 

( But Ovid cou'd do ſomething more than write ) 

Fd fay ſuch 1hings, — (the All that I can do,) 

As ſure wou'd ſplit that pretty Heart in two. 

Wherein did I offend ? — alas! — I own 

There is a Crime in having nothing done: | 

How ſhall I calm this Tempeſt in your Mind ? 

Or by your decent Rage my Error find? 

From Anger free, let's cooly ſtate the Caſe, 

lar heal the Breach made by our laſt Embrace. 
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28 
If 1 in that Scene of 1 I ſeem too rude, 
And my falſe Tranſports diſoblige the Prude ; 
If the warm Lover my Careſſes ſhew, 


Your Vengeance on the faulty Author throw : 
My Lips expreſs'd what never touch'd my Heart, 
My Flames apd Dart are nothing all but Art; 


Love I may feign; 1 but can't go thro' the Part: 
*Tis but a Blaze, which does to Nothing turn, 1 


It Glow-Worm-: like may ſhine, — but cannot burn; 

Our chaſt Endearments other Breaſts may warm, 

But ſure twixt you and j, — they mean no Harm. 

Tho? on the Stage the Lover's Part I top, 

All my Intrigues muſt with the Curtain drop ; 

The G. rt. . d Kn. .. t, who dotes on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And from the World l locks up thy Virgin Frize; 

Will own, (when Paſſion does not rule the P. ©}: 
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In vain your Virtue docs wy Vigour fear. | JH 


If ſomething more expreſſive you expect, ? 
And think I treat you with a cold Neglect, | 
I can't advance one Inch beyond Reſp eck. | . 
What to your Charms is due; — wou'd I cou'd patty: L | 
But too — too late I ſigh fon what we wants 
My Childhood robbid me: off the Means to-pleaſe N 3 5 
My utmoſt Length of Love can only teaſ m 5 
* ſhoy'd vom ſcad then = 'cauſe L do but ſqueeze. 
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Dear 


[33 
Dear Liſper, tell me, pray, — am I to blame, 
If Art defac'd Dame Nature's perfect Frame? 


Unknowing then, — I find now to my Colt, 


From your Reſentment, what it is Ive loſt: 


Let your known Prudence cure this ill-plac'd Love, 


And from the Ruins of a Man remove: 
Who near a ſtately Spire wou'd dare to ſtay, 


When 1ts Foundation Stones are ſtole away ? 


If on this fatal Paſſion you reflect, 


From two ſuch Lovers, what can you expect ? 


With Age and Impotence in either Hand; 
Your Sex demands Supporters — that can ſtand : 
IIl touch your Pulſe, — the utmoſt that J can — 


If you hope more — you have miſtook your Man. 


